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braced him with great tenderness. " Good-bye,"
said the child prettily, as he frankly returned the
king's caress. " I must return to my mother."

" My darling son," said the king, " let us make
her happy by going to her together/5

" King Dushyanta is my father/' said the boy,
" and you are not Dushyanta.55

" His very denial of me delights me/5 said the
happy monarch.

VIII

At that moment Sakuntala appeared, dressed in
mourning apparel, with her long black hair twisted in
a single braid and hanging down her back. As she
moved slowly forward she said to herself in a quiet
voice, " The amulet, they tell me, has proved its
divine power.55

"Ah," said Dushyanta, as he watched her .approach.
" How worn is her face, once so smooth and placid !
How sad her demeanour, which was once so joyous
and so free ! 55

Sakuntala raised her eyes, seeing and yet doubting.
" Is that indeed my lord, grown pale with penitence
and affliction ? 55

" Mother/5 said the boy, running hastily to the
princess, " here is a stranger who calls me his son."

" My best beloved/5 said the king to his queen,
as the lovely boy clung to the skirts of her robe, " I
have treated you with great cruelty. I implore your
remembrance and forgiveness."